Chapter 4 


“This the place?” 


The trio had been walking around, opting to leave the car behind since the place 
was in walking distance, and let’s be serious: would you drive around in a stolen car 
if you really didn’t need to? Regardless, the place was not too far away from the 
train station, actually, so if time permitted, they just might be able to meet up with 
Maya when they were done with their business here. Call it a hunch, but Naoto got 
the feeling that the guy they were looking for was their culprit; and if he was here... 
Well, game over. They’d just cuff him, ask him anything he might know about Chie’s 
whereabouts, then work from there. Hopefully everything would be sorted out by 
lunch. Not that anyone had any intention of eating, but you know what | mean. 


Anyway, as | was saying, the place wasn’t too far off from the train station; a couple 
alleyways away in fact. Seemed kind of cliché to Justin that the big villain, the man 
in charge, the scumbag with the evil plan, had been hanging around in an alleyway, 
but alas, he could live with the clichés, so long as everything turned out alright in 
the end. The place was dark and grimy, wallpaper tearing off the buildings beside 
them, puddles of liquids Justin could only guess was oddly colored piss, and quite a 
few angry looking rats. Justin would be surprised if he walked out of here without 
rabies. Probably didn’t help that he had already got bitten by a rabid dog twice in 
the last hour. 


“If the directions | received from Officer Kurosawa are correct, yes.” Naoto 
confirmed, eyes darting around as they navigated the old beaten down alleyways in 
search of their culprit. In an isolated place like this and with a description like that, 
it should be easy to pinpoint him, get their information, and get out. Justin sighed as 
his eyes rolled over all the sights. In a way, it made him a bit nostalgic for his old 
hang out spot in California. Sitting with his and Maya’s backs against the wall, the 
dumpster beside them cleverly hiding their cigarettes from the world, the odd odor 
that filled the air from time to time. It was all so terrible; but in a way he missed it. 
Reminded him of some pretty good times. Also reminded him of some shitty times 
too, but he supposed the good outweighed the bad in a lot of ways. 


It wasn’t very long before the group had navigated the maze of alleyways in search 
of human life. Of course, while they were only expecting one person (it was an 
alleyway after all) they instead found a whole plethora of people, mostly in their 
twenties. You could already tell by the looks of their clothing that they weren’t 
exactly the most desirable kind of people the hang about with. Mostly trouble 
makers from the looks of it. The three’s eyes darted about as they cautiously 
entered the alleyway, in search of anyone who matched the description. They were 
unfortunately met with no luck in the field. No one here had any of the features the 
suspect was described as possessing. 


As they stood there examining the figures though, the delinquents slowly began to 
take notice to the three very clearly out of place teenagers. Well Yosuke and Naoto 
anyway; Justin probably could have passed for being amongst their ranks with the 
way he dressed and the way his hair swept across his eye. Mostly to hide some 
scars, but regardless of the intention, kind of made him look like an emo in a lot of 
ways. Guess that was what the cool kids did these days...? Still, you could tell no 
one was very much pleased by the interruption; especially not by the boy detective 
wonder here. 


“The hell are you doing here? You get lost walking home from school or 
something?” One of the thugs spoke up after a while. The three’s expressions soon 
shifted to an angered glare. Why did they get a feeling something very bad was 
about to go down? | mean, sure, Naoto and Yosuke were wearing their uniform, but 
they doubted these guys had the best of intentions pointing that out. It was very 
clearly intended as mockery. The delinquents slowly jumped up from their seats 
along the railings, and stairs, and trash, gathering about the three almost in a circle. 
Yeah, shit was definitely going to go down. Justin crossed his arms a bit, trying to 
make it clear that he didn’t feel threatened. None of them did really; Justin and 
Yosuke fought fucking shadows on a regular basis. A couple of thugs? No problem. 
Naoto... Well she worked with the police. Surely she knew a thing or two about 
subduing a suspect, right? 


“You're in the wrong part of town.” Another thug mocked as he circled around the 
alleyway. This one wasn’t joining the others in the circle, more than satisfied being 
simply an observer apparently. Justin just rolled his eyes a bit; the sooner they got 
their information, the sooner Justin wouldn’t have to deck someone. A shame too, 
because honestly, these seemed his kind of people. Minus the whole being assholes 
part; and even then, that was kind of debatable. 


“Or the right part.” Justin remarked, tilting his head off to the side for a brief 
moment, as though cracking his neck. “The guy with the gray hair. Where is he?” 
Justin remarked bluntly and aggressively, but to the point. The thugs just seemed 
to get a kick out of Justin’s demands for information though, clearly not seeing him 
as a threat of any kind. To be fair, Justin was a pretty scrawny guy; but oh boy, 
could he hit when he got pissed. Plus, he had a gun. Gun’s hit hard. Justin wins, the 
end, show’s over. 


“Oh wouldn’t you like to know.” The first thug remarked snidely again, a 
mischievous grin on his face. Though that slowly started to fade as his eyes drifted 
over to Yosuke. His calm and cool demeanor slowly shifted to one of rage and 
anger. “Hey wait a second, isn’t that that cokehead from earlier?” The thug 
questioned eyeing Yosuke. Yosuke just passed everyone a confused look. He wasn’t 
into cocaine, as much as he’d hate to burst that thug’s bubble. Justin rubbed at his 
chin a bit, something about that remark struck him as a bit o- 


Oh shit, the white powder from earlier! That was... Oh shit! 


“Yosuke... What did you do?” Justin remarked with slight panic. It all made sense 
now; that shit that was all over Yosuke’s face was cocaine... but... Where did he get 
it, and what the hell had he done while he was coked out of his mind? Yosuke 
almost seemed offended by the question though. He wasn’t THAT stupid, he’d have 
you know. Or stupid at all; but Justin would beg to differ on that, so he figured it was 
best not to stir up the hive on that matter. Especially when they were being 
threatened by a gang. Almost all eyes had fallen on Yosuke at this point, that look of 
dismissal towards the issue on his face all the while. He honest to god didn’t think 
he snorted that shit, when the evidence had literally been right under his nose the 
whole while. 


“Nothing. | don’t do drugs.” Yosuke responded with slight annoyance. Could they 
sort this shit out when they weren’t being surrounded by thugs. Naoto and Justin 
passed each other a quick glance; and in a brief moment, it seemed they could 
almost read each other’s thoughts on the issue. Or perhaps it was just that they had 
been thinking the same thing all along. Oh it was clear to both of them that Yosuke 
was not above the influence. In fact, he was REALLY far below it; | mean cocaine? 
He couldn’t have scored weed or something. Next you'll be telling them he drunk 
heroine out of a firehose... Actually, that sounded like something someone would do 
when they were that wasted; so maybe Justin should keep his mouth shut ‘lest that 
turn out to be the case. 


“Yeah... Hey yeah; and weren’t those twos with ‘im?” One of the others spoke up in 
a very strangely out of place Brooklyn accent. Last Justin checked, they were in 
Japan; how do you even have an accent like that here. Well to be fair, he obviously 
had a Californian accent, mixed with just a hint of British. He shouldn’t be nit 
picking. All the same, seemed whatever it was Yosuke had done, they were there 
with him. “Where’s that black-haired broad? Busy setting someone else’s car on 
fire?” He interrogated the group aggressively. The three just slowly turned to each 
other, a grimace on each of their face. Looked like Justin wasn’t the only 
pyromaniac. 


“So... we stole one car... and set another on fire. No, no, that’s... that’s just 
fantastic.” Justin muttered, grimacing with despair as it slowly began to sink in just 
how much destruction and chaos they had created. He was only surprised it hadn’t 
started to rain cats and dogs. He sighed before turning back to the thugs. Was kind 
of hard to be pissed at them when you know they all clearly did something they 
shouldn’t have. They DID completely destroy someone’s ride apparently. “Look, if 
you just tell us where to find this guy, we can all be out of each other’s hair.” 


“| don’t think so.” The thug that had been pacing around began to speak. “Let’s 
recap for a second here. You three and that other bitch came here on ‘business.’” 


The thug made finger quotes as he spoke, making it incredibly obvious what kind of 
business they were here for. “This asshole over here decides to sample some of it, 
goes apeshit, breaking everything, tried to suck Akimoto’s dick-“ Justin and Naoto 
slowly turned to Yosuke to pass him a disgusted and horrified look. Yosuke just 
seemed bewildered, a pale green shade to his face as he tried to hold back vomit. 
He didn’t know what was going on with this drug shit, but the thought of him giving 
some random thug a blowjob was not sitting well with his stomach. If you needed 
any reason to stay away from drugs for the rest of your life, this was it. “...and then 
that other bitch thinks it’d be funny to leak the gasoline from my car and set it on 
fire. And you want us to help YOU?” The thug stopped pacing about for a moment, 
crouching over as though to pick something up from the ground. Justin eyed him 
cautiously as he stood back up, slowly making his way back to the crowd. “Heh... Up 
yours!” 


As he shouted, the ring opened up a bit to allow the thug to dash inside, revealing 
the object he had picked up to be a metal pipe. The three were caught off guard, 
and before anyone could even react, he took a swing of the pipe at Justin, smacking 
him across the skull and knocking him to the ground. Yosuke backed up with 
cautious fear, trying to narrow the distance between the thugs and him. To just 
down Justin like that... These guys meant business; and he had no intention of doing 
business with this three anymore. 


“Senpai! Are you alright?” Naoto shouted, getting on a knee to try and help Justin 
back up to his feet. He was on his knees, struggling to hold himself up from the 
ground with his arms, body shaking, blood spreading from the now open wound on 
the side of his skull. At first she was concerned he was shaking because he was 
losing blood too fast, or that he was sincerely hurt. In actuality, it was merely that 
he was angry. Very angry. He slowly lifted his eyes from the pavement below him, 
eyes glowing a sinister golden color. It was a very rare occasion that he let the 
shadow that lived inside his skull come out to play; it was always a dangerous 
move. You see, Justin had made a deal with the devil when he had confronted his 
shadow, offering himself as a human vessel in exchange for what the shadow knew 
about the case. Now as a result, anytime Justin got angry, too angry to fight back 
the shadow’s desires, the shadow came out. And let me tell you, he was one sinister 
bastard. It was very rarely safe when his shadow immerged from the depths of his 
mind. This might be one of the rare occasions where the demon in his head having 
some fun might help them. A sinister smirk began to cross Justin’s face, pleasure in 
his eyes as he examined all of his soon to be victims. 


“,.Wrong move.” The last trace of humanity in the shadow’s voice remarked 
before being swallowed completely by the demonic entity of Justin’s shadow. Naoto 
backed away a bit, confused by the sudden transition in his eye color, the echo in 
his voice. Yosuke had seen this transformation several times... Naoto? Naoto wasn’t 
really THERE when this first became a problem. And after that Justin learned to 
control himself. The fact that she was seeing this meant that someone had fucked 


up real bad. Though whether it was the thugs or him that had screwed up was 
highly debatable. Still, this was a bit of a frightening sight to anyone who wasn’t 
aware of his condition. The thugs included. 


“What the hell...!?” One thug questioned, confused by the golden tone of Justin’s 
eyes, where a light blue shade had been but moments earlier. Despite just being 
smacked upside the head with a pipe, he almost seemed happy. And the shadow 
was; happy to have control of his legs and arms again, happy to cause some chaos 
on the humans that had made his life a living hell in the shadow world. 


“Nice pipe you got there. Would look better up your ass.” The shadow 
mocked, chuckling mischievously to himself. The thug stared with frightened eyes 
for a moment before donning his aggressive posture and stance again, swiftly 
attempting to beat Justin down a second time with the pipe. No dice. Within a swift 
continuous movement, the shadow caught a hold of the pipe, latching it out of his 
hand, spinning about as he moved to a standing position, and swinging the pipe full 
force into the thugs head. The pipe bent as the thug went flying down to the ground 
from the blow. “Homerun!” The shadow laughed. The thug groaned in pain, 
unable to move, but still very much conscious. 


“Gah... g-get them!” The downed thug shouted at the rest of the thugs. They all 
seemed rather reluctant to follow that order, but after a deep breath or two, the 
eventually adopted a fighting stance, ready to take the three on in melee combat. 
Naoto and Yosuke slowly adopted a fighting stance of their own, Naoto’s seeming 
more defensive with the way her arms were raised, Yosuke’s more aggressive with 
the way he kept his fists balled up by his side. The shadow smirked a bit dropping 
the pipe with smug pride, as though to claim he didn’t need it. And he probably 
didn’t. 


“Wrong part of town huh? Funny, last I checked this was MY city.” The 
shadow mocked before raising his arm, making a gesture of his hand daring the 
thugs to make the first move. They were happy to oblige, one of them darting out to 
punch him. The shadow deflected the punch with a quick movement of his hand, 
before kneeing him in the stomach, and grabbing the now stunned individual over 
his shoulder like a ragdoll to the sidewalk behind him. Naoto and Yosuke had to side 
step the body as it came crashing down, backing up into a few thugs in the process. 
Naoto quickly deflected the attacks that were coming here way, not really striking 
back, but most certainly protecting herself. Yosuke just took the damage as he 
charged in fists wailing. 


Punches and kicks were thrown left and right between the three parties. Justin was 
doing a hell of a job taking thugs down, dodging punches and countering them with 
his own like he had been choreographing this for weeks. At one point some guy 
actually busted out a switch blade, trying to thrust it down into his abdomen, 
stopping the shadow in his tracks. Instead, he was only met by the shadow catching 


the bastard’s arm mid thrust, snapping it back and breaking the bone, then pushing 
the now frail, unmovable arm into his ballsack. Yes, Justin neutered that thug in one 
swift movement. After that, most of the other thugs were very cautious about using 
any weapons they might find. 


Naoto was holding up fairly well, still deflecting blows with her arms every which 
way. It wasn’t for a while that she found an opening in the enemies attacks though, 
grabbing one by the arm and flipping him over, while mule kicking the other in the 
stomach to keep him at bay while she was mid toss. Then as she finished slamming 
the other to the ground, she turned back, and without so much as looking at the 
thug she had kicked in the gut, back handed him with her fist, knocking him slowly, 
but cleanly to a messy heap on the ground. One strike to the head was all it took to 
cut a man down to size it seemed. 


Yosuke, wasn’t doing very well in the regard of defending himself, engaging in 
fisticuffs with his opponent. For every punch he took, he returned one back even 
harder. It wasn’t long before he managed to get a good shot in on one of his 
asSailants, knocking him to the ground, but by the time he had taken down one 
thug down, he was already bruised, battered and weak. He wasn’t going to stand 
much of a chance against the other, who was now poising, ready to strike. Thank 
fully Naoto had finished off with her foes and dived in, deflecting a blow on Yosuke’s 
behalf and leaving an opening for him, where he punched the fucker in the face, 
knocking him backwards and into a wall. 


“Thanks, man.” Yosuke gasped for air as the two finished dispatching their 
attackers, bending over his knees and taking deep breaths as he tried to maintain 
his composure. There was no doubt that fighting off so many people was becoming 
strenuous, wearing at their energy levels. The two stopped for a moment gathering 
their breath, as the shadow Justin continued holding off his attackers. Even an 
aggressive fuck like Justin and his even worse shadow couldn’t hold those thugs off 
forever though; he was just one, man of course. He had slowly stopped dropping 
these thugs like flies, moving from the offensive to the defensive, as he struggled to 
hold off the hoard. There were only two left by this point, but he didn’t have much 
energy left, and that was very clear to everyone watching right now. 


“Let’s not let our guard down just yet.” Naoto remarked, gesturing with her head 
over to the ongoing fight on the other end of the alleyway. She had considered just 
pulling out her gun and firing a warning shot in the air, but that would no doubt 
draw unwanted attention. After all, Justin did just kind of shove a switchblade into 
some guy’s dick. He was down for the count. They didn’t need to get slowed down 
when they already had so little time left to accomplish what they needed to. No, 
they were going to have to do this the old fashioned way: with police brutality. The 
two briskly started to walk up to where Justin had been backing away from the 
thugs, hoping to regain some energy, before breaking out into a bit of a jog. “Justin- 
senpai; duck.” 


Justin seemed almost confused by the order at first, but he eventually figured out 
what was going on anyway. The shadow smirked, making a ridiculous shrug of his 
shoulders as though to say ‘not your lucky day.’ The thugs were confused at first, 
but Justin quickly dropped down to his knee, revealing the rushing figures coming at 
them. Within a split second, the two had their feet on Justin’s back, using him as a 
support to jump out at the two thugs, with Naoto delivering a kick straight to one’s 
face and Yosuke tackling the other to the ground hard. And with that the show was 
over. Justin stood up from his position on the ground as the two admired their 
handiwork, as Naoto adjusted her hat that had come somewhat loose from the 
scuffle. He dusted his shirt off and cracked his back a bit from being a human 
pedestal, a wide smirk still on his face. “I hope they have a chiropractor 
around here.” 


“Thankfully that’s all over with.” Naoto mused examining their handiwork. This was 
not exactly the kind of police work she wanted to get involved with. She was brains, 
not brawn after all. But then, maybe she had been expecting something like this to 
happen eventually; otherwise she wouldn’t have trained herself in self-defense. She 
sighed as her eyes fell back on Justin, who was now gripping his head in pain, 
struggling to stand, but doing so with the assistance of Yosuke. His human side was 
slowly creeping back, his emotions having finally stopped going haywire. He shook 
his head a bit, opening his eyes to reveal their normal blue color. He thanked 
Yosuke with a quick nod and wave of his hand, slowly regaining his balance. “May | 
inquire as to what... that was?” Naoto questioned, still very much at a loss of words. 


“Oh, uh... that... Medical condition. Nothing you need to concern yourself with.” 
Justin rubbed at his neck nervously as he slowly walked away. At first it looked like 
he was leaving, but in actuality he was looking for the still conscious thug that had 
tried to smack him upside the head with a pipe. Naoto just shook her head and 
sighed. There was no medical condition that did that. Something was definitely 
funny about this. She got the feeling that Justin wasn’t doing it on purpose though, 
given how embarrassed he seemed, how painful the transition looked as he 
Snapped back to humanity. Whatever that was that he was doing, it didn’t seem like 
it was a willing transition. And that only served to confuse her. She sighed before 
following Justin and Yosuke’s lead, crouching down in front of the now panicking 
leader of this little operation. “Hey there buddy. Thought you were going to pull a 
fast one, huh?” Justin laughed in the thugs face before extending his hand out to 
Slap him. “Fuck you. Now this time when | ask for information, you’re going to tell 
me. Now, where the fuck is he?” 


“l-| don’t know. He just comes here from time to time, we don’t know what he does 
when he leaves!” The thug frantically pleaded, very much afraid of the presence he 
was in right now. Justin grunted with anger, almost ready to strike him again. But 
alas, it was very clear the guy was scared out of his wit’s ends of Justin; he wasn’t 
lying when he said that. Justin looked about biting his bottom lip with anger as he 


tried to suppress cries of anger at their lack of success. He eventually leaned back 
over. 


“And the brunette that was with us? What do you know about her?” 


“What brunette? There’s wasn’t any brunette with you!” Justin shook his head with 
anger. This was all just a dead end. They learned nothing but that Yosuke had a 
weakness to cocaine and Yukiko was a pyromaniac. He let go of his grip on the 
thug’s shirt for a moment, pure rage flowing through him. He looked like he wanted 
to strangle someone. 


“Goddammit...” Justin mumbled to himself, slowly standing up from the pavement. 
“Let’s just go...” He mumbled. The others looked at him with sympathetic eyes, 
worried for him for a moment. 


